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A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 


“A happy New Year!” I take my text from the lips of 
men. 
All around us men are saying this toeach other. Doth not 
each one know for himself that he says it with honest sympathy 
for the joys and sorrows that may visit his brother man in the 
unknown future! 

Nature, through the long winter, continues the same glad 
saying with a prophecy. The flowers closed their eyes to rest 
after the summer carnival. The trees have laid by their attire 
and sleep in healthful weariness after the festivities. The earth 
slumbers. Allis hush and rest, save the ticking of the frost 
work as its crystals shoot. The meadow-brook is encased with a 
chilly glass, the foam is spun into a frost web, the expansion of 
the freezing water-veins loosens the rocks with sharp reports. 
’ Thus ticks nature’s clock measuring the hours of her night of 
rest. But rest is preparation; preparation is prophecy. Nature 
sleeps only till again the wedding morning dawns, the spring. 
Then in speedy decoration clad, the trees and flowers attend the 
marriage of the lusty sun, robed with gold-laced clouds, to the 
tender earth, veiled for her bridal in modest mist. 

The New Year greeting is cyclical, rolling round with the 
earth until whirled back again te its uttering term. I count 
everything of no little value which lays down rules, cycles, periods 
and punctuality in life. Some persons, indeed, despise all this, 
or affect to, and if bound to any stated seasons, murmur therein 
or strain at them. But rule and regularity is nature’s way— 
everywhere recurrence and stated return. Therefore, they who 
will not have rule in life, or in work, learn not nature’s lesson 
and hear not her instruction, but go against her. This is sure 
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to come to little, often to nothing. Nay, it would always come 
to nothing if all were to do the same. If they who shut out 
nature’s regularity, gather or come to achievement, as may 
happen, it is because they are few, and all the others work well- 
gartered with rules. This is like the prosperity of the dishonest, 
who would have no chance but for the honest. Moreover, it is 
the cycle of time and of the seasons that makes associations, and 
associations are dwellings of sacred things, birthdays, wedding- 
days, death-days. Fair and wonderful are the diurnal and 
annual revolutions of the earth, which bring mcrning and night 
and all the recurring seasons, We may imagine time as reeled 
off from an enormous wheel, each length of the web, once around 
the wheel, made in the same pattern and in arks of familiar 
colors, recognized as they are unrolled. Some important begin- 
ning in our life happened in Spring, or in Summer, Autum, or 
‘Winter. The next time the season comes the earth puts on the 
same attire to celebrate our festival. I have known a wife cel- 
ebrate the tenth anniversary of marriage by wearing her bridal 
dress—but not always is it a pretty thing, because past fashions 
look grotesque. A smile of amusement rises more readily, may- 
hap, than poetic sympathy. But nature, who is satisfied with 
her four robes of green, gold, brown and ermine, can attend us 
after fifty years in the colors and fashions of our wedding day. 

Days of great associations fall pathetically mingled. Your 
joy-day may be my woe-day. But nature has heart and voice 
for us all, and all at once. The breeze, although but one voice, 
and the more articulate organs of beast and bird, whisper strange 
differences to different ears and are “all things to all men.” By the 
recurring seasons, the loving spirit in nature surprises us, as it 
were, out of secrets, joyful or sad, which we would not confess 
to a human being. But the divine heart shares them with us, 
and treasures them in the pages of siderial time, which, perforce, 
we must turn over and read once a year. Wherefore I say [like 
the New Year greeting, because everywhere it comes, and in the 
morning it wakes saying: Now is the day to take this especial 
delight of comradeship. We take it and-are the better. But with- 
out the season, we should run to our labors, as commonly, and be 
poorer for lack of the greeting. The greeting, being honest, can 
not be purchased, and is much to give, nor less to receive. 
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A happy New Year! Why should not the kindly wish be 
prophecy for us, as surely as the winter rest ushers in the golden’ 
summer? Why should not the year be happy? Surely if we 
say, “‘A happy New Year to you,” itis as much a congratulation 
as a wish; a song of trust, an actoffaith! There isa great good 
cheer in this, that the happiness which we bid another, we may 
take in part for granted; for we should be little like to wish joy for 
the future if the past had been all grievous, or to look for light 
if life were shut in a cave. Therefore, to say, Be the future 
happy, is the same as to say, We have had acquaintance with joy 
and know it, and therein already are happy. This is so good 
and useful that the festival of New Year greeting belongs to the 
human heart, not to any particular religion, or faith, or form. 
It is older than Christianity, and no stranger in many different 
zones. ‘The ancients sent gifts to each other at this season, with 
hopes and fancies that they might be omens of success. For 
which reason and because of the idolatrous rites of the celebra- 
tion, the ancient fathers of the Church, as the Cbronicler has it, 
“did vehemently inveigh against the observation of the calends 
of January.” Butthe human heart which was parent of the 
festival was the grandfather who overcame the fathers, and the 
festival has survived. Northern nations indeed delighted in it 
‘with so much jollity that it gave name to their years; they reck- 
oned their age by Iolas, which in the Gothic language means 
merry-making. Our poetry has a like grateful grace when it 
- counts age by summers—so many summers old. Surely a Iola, 
a joyful greeting time, is an excellent date for reckoning. Many 
calenders begin in Iolas; epochs are great joy times, or glory 
times, for men reckon from Iolas, not from mischiefs; like the 
Anno Urbis of Rome, or the Anno Domini of the Christian, glories 
of history or faith. In this the Hebrews far excell all others; 
_ for they date from the creation, which surely was the greatest of 
all Iolas.* 
* Yet I know not that this always is so. Forthe Parsees set their era at 
f their overthrow, when Yasdegerd was killed, the people scattered, and the 
_ religion penetrated by Islam. This seems a strange exception whith I know 
not how to understand. But when a sorrow takes the place in national life 
~ which commonly a joy or a success holds, surely it is because fortitute, valor 
and unsubdued life so have flourished avd overmastered the woe that, while 
the empire fell, faith flew up and away from the ruins. For which view itis 


some ground that the Parasees still worship in their fire temple, having kept 
the ancient faith high and pure; and I have read it is part of their religion to 
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I have read of a singular genius long before the days of re- 
‘peaters, who wished to enable himself to tell the time by his dial at 
night. So he made a clock with a very large dial having hollow 
figures which he filled with various jellies and sweet-meats of diff- 
erent flavors. Then in the night, by taking a bit of the confection 
in the figure to which the hand of the clock pointed, he could taste _ 
the time. A genial invention at any rate, and witha good allegory ~ 
in it. For are not the ages marked off by just such sweetened and 
flavored hours or epochs? Is not the Christian era, from which 
we date, such a honey-filled figure on the dial?. Is not the Co- 
pernican astronomy another? Are not the rise of printing, the 
discovery of America, the birth of chemistry, the American Rey- 
olution, all such sweetened indicators on Time’s dial? Can we 
not taste them in nights of revolts and wars and tyrranies and 
famines, and cry out, ‘“‘The night is far spent, the morning 
cometh?” 

Up then at this season! Let hope be crowned! Read 
Milton’s L’Allegro! We shall cope with the evils all the better 
if we drown them for a day in the taste of the sweets of prophecy 
that mark this hour. What “trips it on the light fantastic toe” 
if not Time? Time, an old man, a decrepit old totterer with a 
scythe? Why, he is the most staunch-footed and sturdiest young 
farmer, mowing down a year as if it were the stalk of a second, 
and plowing, seeding and reaping another like a miracle. But 
what shall be reaped by our neighborhood, our city, our country, 
the world, in this New Year? When the seasons have gone 
over it ‘“‘like a tale that is told,” what will be the harvest? Ah! 
that hangs in a measure on each one of us. Which is good; for 
who would be such a beggar as to let a year pass without so 
much as the pressure of his finger on it in any way—neither the | 
better nor the worse for him? But who can do aught against | 
the good, even if he would. He may seem to do much evilina 
year, if he will, but in the heavenly are of years, ‘“‘going forth 
from the end of the heavens and their circuit unto the ends of 
it,” he is naught. A German poet asks: ‘Will men ever write 
thus ‘Anno Domini eleven millions eighteen hundred ninety-one?’” 


fill the ten days before their New Year with many acts of charity, wherein, 
perhaps, may be a reminiscence of the strong but blossoming sorrow from 
which dates their era, 
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Ah! that is a sobering question. A long time that, A. D. 
11001891; a long stretch to be ticked out one seconé at a time. 
Who can say anything of it? Who can judge? What sybil can 
soothsay about that enormous sweep of time? Yet we may fore- 
see much about A. D. 11001891. For no one can turn the years 
from their aim. One may set himself against “the stream of ten- 
dency” like a man against a mighty current; but the water only 
is heaped up a little on him, never stayed. The things which 
are the greatest things now will be the greatest things in A. D. 
11001891. Wherever we may be, or whatever may betide this 
old earth, no matter; the greatest things now will be the greatest 
things then. These greatest things are justice, goodness, kind- 
ness, human fellowship. Also, many things very great now will 
be very small then. Itis not so easy to see what those things 
are which will dwindle; but it is fair to think that the power of 
mere individual accumulation, the might of riches, the vast in- 
equalities of distribution, the thirst for gain, the assembling of 
legislatures to enact thousands of laws every year, military glory, 
and many such-like things that now are mighty and seem grand, 
will shrink vastly or be gone after 11,000,000 years. Surely the 
the things that seem petty and trivial even now will have per- 
ished then. Will men grumble and whine, will women oppress 
themselves for fashion, will both join in petty social rivalries 
and mean emulations, at that far date? Truly, we think not! 
We hope much for humanity in a thousand, yea, in a hundred 
years. If we ask what the past most is full of, up leap to our 
memories wars and rumors of wars, empires, kings, parliaments, 
religions. But the past is fuller of one thing than of all of them 
together; it is full to the brim and pressed down and running 
over with prophecy, hope and good cheer for the future. 


“ All of good the past hath had 
Remains to make our own time glad.” 


And 


“One accent of the Holy Ghost 
The heedless world has never lost.” 


- But all good things and all the spiritual voices are no more than 


heralds of the march of events on the road. Let us say it boldly, 


__ itis impossible to look forward and compute our inheritance. 
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At least for this new and glad season, for a joyful hour now at 
the beginning, let all the sad things, the threatening things, the 
pains and sufferings and diseases and famines we are wrestling 
with, be swallowed up in the tide of our expectations. We have 
gained a kind of moral and spiritual gravity conferred by our 
long, slow climb up the hill of knowledge. Now all the powers 
of nature will help our swift gliding into the valley of peace and 
good will and plenty. It is impossible to dream the works which 
men may do on Nature and on themselves. 

Therefore, A happy New Year!°A happy New Year! ex- 
claim you all. Let the church walls echo it! Surely we have 
fore-gleams of a better time coming! But the coming of a bet- 
ter goes far now to make a good. Why may not this year be a 
good herald of far coming years? Why, indeed, should not the 
year be happy? 

Is it because our lot is poverty, privation, or even hardship? 
And have we not learned that not in having much but in using 
well what we have lies happiness; ‘‘ that the rays of happiness, 
like those of light, aro colorless when unbroken ; ” and that to the 
grateful mind the simplest. things at home, the most homely and 
familiar matters, are food for gladness and thanksgiving ? 

Is it because we are driven to severe labor, wearisome toil? 


And have we not learned that work is our very life and power; — 


that our enforced duties shield us from seductions of sloth or 
rioting; and that as we give our mind to our tasks, work with 
the heart and conscience, labor with love and by choice, not 
under lashes of necessity, our toil develops manliness; and the 
broom, or the hammer, no less than the astronomer’s tele- 
scope, leads us to knowledge of celestial relations ? 

Is it because our state is humble, we desire the praise and 
honor of men; wish for rank and power? And have we not 
learned as the poet saith that not, ‘‘ happiness denied” but “hap- 
piness disdained” makes us wretched,—disdained because ‘“ she 
comes too meanly dressed toywin our smile, and calls _her- 


self content,—a homely name?” Have we not learned that 


we ought to wish rather the praise of an instructed conscience, 
the true rank of noble character, the power of a pure spirit; that 
faithful work ever will reap reward in the end; thatif our pres- 
ent place be humble, we may all the more join a righteous am- 
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bition with sweet content, keeping the top in view while the 
- valley witnesses our industry and blooms under our feet? 


plans fail? And have we not learned that as outward things” 
fall away we find owrse/ves; that disappointments and failures 
leave us closer to our own souls, make us feel the hidden depths © 
and reality of the spirit, and teach us humility as we feel our- 
selves in the power of the Infinite and All?—As Griffith said of 
the fallen Cardinal, ‘His overthrow heaped happiness upon him; 
for then, and not till then, he felt himself, and found the blessed- 
ness of being little.” . 
Is it because sickness may fall on us, wasting pain torment 
us? And have we not learned to welcome lessons of divine pati- 
ence, though the teaching be severe? Have we not learned that 
strength comes as we need it, that no burden can be too heavy? 
Know we not the sick and suffering whose peace, cheerfulness, 
- and inward joy, rebuke the loud complaints of selfish health and 
thrift? And seems not all nature brighter, earth and sky full of 
keen delights to the reviving senses of convalescence? He who 
giveth pleasure, shall he not also perfect us with pain ? 

Is it because we are lonely, but little affection shines on our 
_ path, there are none to speak the tender word or do the loving 
act? Yes, there are sad hours to such, lone longing, holy pas- 
sions, bitter tears. But have we not learned that within all 
_ shadows stands the Father, whose love abounds for the lonely, 
the desolate; who judges not by form, is not turned by circum- 
stances, and in good time, now, hereafter, here, somewhere, will 
bring that finite love to the heart which he has made us to long 
for so deeply ? 
Is it because, if we have those who love us, death may 
divide us, or has divided us? Do we fear the pangs of parting, 
or remember them? God forbid that stoic maxims shame 
a single tear of mother, lover, or friend? Over a loving soul the 
heavens stoop in holy benediction, and angel blessings fall as the 
‘snow. Yet, have we not learned what life means? Have we not 
found that our loved and lost have shown us life in its necessary 
- ecntinuity, each a Patmos-prophet to whom a door in the sky 
has opened, who tells, in such strains as no ear hears but our 
own, the things of the City of Life descending to the earth ? 


Is it because disappointment may visit us, our cherished - 


FN 
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Is it because of difficult duty, strong temptation? And have 
we not learned that, in the conflict, God always is within call; 
that always we may conquer the difficult duty or strong tempta- 
‘tion if we will; and that, when we conquer, ‘‘its strength passes 
into us ?” 

Is it because we are misunderstood,—victims of prejudice, 
misrepresentation? And have we not learned that duty is its 
own high reward, and that naught can wrest from us His bless- 
ing whose eye scans the heart and knows the secret thought? 

Is it because of our own moral insufficiency, imperfection, 


errors, sins? And have we not learned that we may hope and 


rise and strive again, in measure as we feel our falls humbly 
and sincerely; that the garden agony was followed by angel 
ministrations, and the hero went forth renewed, uplifted, peace- 
ful, triumphant? To grieve deeply for unworthiness is to come 
to ourselves; and then let us arise, as children, and go to our 
Father; for from a great way off he will come to meet us, 

Is it because we seem to do very little in the world, we can 
do nothing very fine or excellent, we seem of small service? I 
have known persons suffer much from this cause. But surely 
this is not of faith. And doth it not vaunt our ignorance for 
knowledge, our small horizon for the infinite heavens? Have 
we not learned that no one who is faithful to duties in whatever 
lot, is useless; nay, that he is a valuable soldier and sentry in 
the Lord’s army; that none who strives fails, for endeavor is the 
noblest success; that no one hath more of a place in God’s 
providence than another; that no mortal eye can see how far 
simple faithfulness spreads in His service? Surely we know that 


“A man that looks on glass, 
On it may stay his eye, 

Or, if he pleaseth, through it pass, 
And then the heaven espy. 


All mayfof Thee partake ; 
Nothing can be s0 mean 

Which with this tincture, For Thy sake, 
Will not grow bright and clean, 


A servant with this clause 
Makes drudgery divine: 

Who sweeps a room as for Thy laws, 
Makes that and the action fine, 
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“This i is the famous stone 
That turneth all to gold; 

For that which God doth touch and own 
Can not for less be told, 

If now there seem to 'be no reasons (but bad ones, kinds of 
impiety) why this may not be a happy new year, let us ask con- 
cerning some of the plentiful means and sources of happiness. 

The first and best source of happiness is to know it lies not 
in outward conditions but in ourselves. For neither does it 
depend on having fine things, nor could it spring from having 
all we want; for, as well has been said, if once we were so 
wretched as to have all we wished, there would be naught left 
for us but to wish there were something else to wish for. Not 
in such things lies happiness; but in ourselves wholly ; which is 
to say, in our manner of taking what is offered to us; which is 
to say, in our state of heart, thankful or ingrate, pious or im- 
pious, reverent and lowly or bold and flaunting of ourselves. 
Happiness is an inward fact which outward condititions may 
serve but not create, and if not serving, still can not destroy. 

This is very simple, sober good sense, and a very common 
saying, that happiness lies in the state of mind, being aloof from 
outward conditions; which affect it not. Dr. Hedge has writ- 
ten, ‘‘ Make the earth a garden, drive want from the face of it, 
and ignorance and vice. Let competence be secured to all. 
Build palaces instead of huts, and let cities as lustrous as the 
New Jerusalem lift there domes into the skies attempered by art 
to perpetual blandness. Let their be no forced tasks, no chid- 
ing of the laggard will, no painful bracing up of the dissolute 
mind; but only duties which invite, and work which is play. 
Fashion a world after your own heart, and know that a day in 
that world will have the same proportion of joy and sorrow that 
a day has in this.” If this be true, why is it so, but that happi- 
ness lies in the mind, not in conditions? Who will gainsay, 
that happiness is somewhat which may be earned, but never 
bartered or got in exchange for some other thing. No lot but 
has materials of it, because it consists in the way the lot is 
taken; and truly I never saw any one unhappy in one place 
who was notdiscontented in all. Whatever affects life, religion, 
faith, trust, hope, touches the quick of happiness; for these are 
the very grounds of happiness whereon it is built, and if any- 
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thing shake them the house trembles. Riches may come or go 
and joy be untouched, But it is not so whether love come or 
go, or whether it be ministered unto while it stays; and so with 
hope, and faith, and all properties of the soul. 

We must be active, and stir ourselves in all ways. For any 
mode of action may be made to serve happiness; therefore, the 
more we be active, and in the more ways, so long as we be not 
dispersed and dissipated, the more modes of happiness we shall 
have. We shall be happy if we store our minds with knowledge; 
if we fill ourselves with the best thoughts of the grandest souls _ 
harvested for us in books; if we study the facts of nature till 
her face becomes full of meaning for us, and the grain of sand, 
the water-drop, the rolling planets, all are joined by thoughts 
which hold the universe in them; if we turn the eye of observa- 
tion inward on ourselves, to learn the last lesson of knowledge 
and wisdom, the worship which is intelligent wonder; the relig- 
ious awe awaked by mystery divine. To be happy, also, we 
not only thus must be stored well, own an enlarged and enlight- 
ened mind, but we must be active outwardly, use our knowledge 
usefully, acquiring thus still more mental training. Practi- 
cal work of some kind must engage us. Aetivity is itself hap- 
piness. The constant, useful exercise of strength, whether 
mental or physical, is as nececessary to happiness of soul as to 
health of body. I have heard of a tallow chandler, a philos- 
opher, a wise anda happy man I am sure, who in selling out 
and retiring from business, expressly reserved the right to visit 
his establishment and oversee the work ‘on melting days” 

But not only must the mind and body be active and the 
soul be putting forth itself in good ways and in many ways (the 
more ways the better, so that they overlie not each other, where- 
by all together keep each one ill-followed and half availed of) in 
order to have happiness, but there are many means and laws of 
being happy to be considered well. Very good means of happi- 
ness, of a general kind, are, 1. To know that it has its means, 
which must be observed; 2. Not to place it first; 3. To know 
that it may be reaped plentifully from very small fields and 
picked forth from little things; 4. To direct the eyes most to the 
best. 

How many persons—a multitude—spend their lives in com- 
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plaints that they have not happiness or some good things, whereas 
they will not ask what the means are to obtain them, nor apply 
the means if they be told what they are. Such persons, if the 
truth be told, treat nature as thieves would a store-keeper if they 
should try to snatch, at their own price or for no payment, what 
the dealer has marked otherwise. ‘What price?” say they. “So 
much,” answers he, ‘‘which is but what it cost, paying for my 
time and labor.” ‘Nay, indeed,” says one, “we should have it 
for nothing.” When the owner neither will give them all the 
goods for nothing, nor abate his price, which were to give them 
some for nothing, they fall into a rage and rob him. So do per- 
sons with Nature, who rage or rail, not having this or that, but 
ask not the price of the fine things which they wish, nor make 
any move to pay for them. But there is this great difference, 
that thieves may rob a store-keeper, but no one can steal from 
Nature. Therefore, it is a great means of happiness only to 
think that there are means of it. Herein many persons err, for 
they confound happiness with pleasure and think to become joy- 
ful by heaping many m<rry-makings; or else they consider not 


that happiness is a goal which has paths leading to it, and an 


end which has means belonging to it, like any other goal or end. 
These persons miss happiness—the one by mistaking it for what 
it is not, the other by thinking it will “fall like roasted larks into 
the mouth” if the jaw but open. La Rochefoucauld avers rightly 
that ‘“‘We take less pains to be happy than to appear to be 
so;” for no one ventures into company with a morose and sour 
look, but carries a smile though the heart be heavy; and this is 
either pretense, lest he be turned out of a joyful assembly, or a 
kind of duty, lest he dim other spirits. But it is little to be 
doubted that if, whether for wisdom or for kindness (nor indeed 
could these two fail to be joined), we took as much thought to be 


happy as to seem so, we as well could do one as the other, for 


happiness hath its means and will follow on them as music on 
its laws, or health on its precautions. 

Another means of happiness is not to place it first. I must 
think that happiness, if only we mean nobly by it, is needful 


-and natural food of the mind. Fichte says it is our business 


‘not to achieve happiness, but to deserve it.” Ay! and a high 


_ saying; but to deserve happiness is to have it in no long time, 
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and to have the best of it instantly. For the best of hap- 

piness is worthiness of it. Wherefore I have no scruple to call 

noble joys meat of the mind, however some say the contrary. I. 
have read in one writer: ‘Enjoyment is for children, and beg- 

gars, and slaves.” I think not so, but rather he who hath not 

grown into a joyfulness of doing and living, and values not — 
bright and good enjoyment, is yet but a child, and has not the 
alphabet of the mind; for intelligence works not its best without 
happiness, more than the body does if starved. It is not one 
kind of joy that is needful, this kind or that, more than one kind 
of meat for the body; one may serve if another be not at hand. 
Yet it is thought variety of food helps body and mind, the one 
with fresh health and the other with its own strength, which is 
thought. Not to live on rice alone, or on oats, or wheat, or 
fruits, but on all together, and with much variety, tops the body 
with a mind that understands the body. So is it with joys. Not 
one or a few, but all kinds together, best nourish the soul, and 
each counts as an element, the missing of which shears some 


strength. But, now, what if the body place food first and set | ; 


foremost the stuffing itself therewith? This some do. Then 
they fill with disease and die. So with the mind, if happiness 
be placed first. For though happiness be a needful food in its 
degree, if the soul place it first it is no food, but a poison. Yet 
it is to be said continually that happiness is needful to complete 
a noble nourishment of the spirit; for there is a kind of foolish 
stoical pride, and again a kind of meek weakness, and again a 
kind of cruel selfishness, which deny the same. Cruel or selfish 
persons often lay to themselves the comfort that the happiness 
which either they give not or they snatch away, is not needful, 
and that their victim will grow well without it. Wherefore it is 
well to repeat that on some side of the spirit growth will be 
thwarted, or misshapen, if there be not happiness. Whence it is 
our duty not to toss to one another this or that happiness, like 
little balls of pleasure, but to feed joy continuously as a nourish- 
ment. 

Happiness is not to be considered too much, I say, 
especially not placed first; else it will be had never at all; for 
the first things are the glories of the soul, the truth of the heart, 
the forbearance of the spirit, endurance and fortitude, the faith- 
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fulness of conscience, the intelligence of mind. Happiness is 
not the leader of these, but the follower. Yet it is to be esteemed 
highly, and often the follower may help and feed the leader in 
his turn, as I have said. ‘Happiness lies beyond either pain or 
pleasure—is as sublime a thing as virtue itself,” exclaims Mrs. 
Jameson; which I commend gratefully, because it requires a 
noble view of happiness. And therefore, Mrs. Jameson says, 
not only, ‘‘as sublime a thing as virtue itself,” but adds, ‘indi- 
visible from it.” Yet, so delicate is the moral law, life must be 
lived under two thoughts, virtue and joy, however they be united 
in reason. And happiness will not bear to be the first aim, nor 
much of an aim at all for ourselves, but only for others. And it 
must be glorified only under a very noble idea of it. A philoso- 
pher has said, but very untruly I think: “If we inquire who are 
the happiest men as a class, we shall find that they are those to 
whom it is a matter of doubt whether from day to day they shall 
have enough to eat. The happiest we remember to have seen 
were the lazzaroni of Naples, whose outward condition is as low 
and forlorn as that of a man in a civilized community can well 
be; and the saddest we have known were those whom for- 
tune and their own efforts had raised highest in the social scale.” 
This is but poor reasoning; for the carelessness of the lazzaroni 
is not to be called happiness, but the lack of a notion of it—as 
lack of pain is not the same thing as delight, nor being void of 
hate the same thing as loving. For if we follow this to its. end, 
then if the lazzaroni be happier than the workingmen, the worm 
is happier than the lazzaroni, and it is better to be a worm than 
aman. No. The content of the lazzaroni is the abasement of 
arrested growth; the gloom of the instructed or the fortunate, is 
the deformity of preverse or monstrous growth. I like the say- 
ing of Hawthorne: ‘‘There is something more awful in happiness 
than in sorrow,—the latter being earthly and finite, the former 
composed of the substance and texture of eternity,.so that spirits 
still embodied may well tremble at it.” 
Happiness draws this further means to itself, that it may be 
picked up by any one, being the kernel of a multitude of little 
things if only we will gather and open them. Wollaston, in his 
“Religion of Nature,” has phrased excellently this common 
thought. He says we consider not enough “the silent pleasures 


f 


162 F A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 


of a lower fortune, arising from temperance, moderate desires, 


easy reflections, a consciousness of knowledge and truth, with | 


other pleasures of the mind.” Great loves, thoughts, labors, 
achievements and other such-like experiences are the great things 
of life which bear vast joys; but the modest pleasures that spring 
variously, plentifully, at the feet of those few great oaks, like 
scattered wild fllowers—’tis well to bend to them, to inhale them, 
give thanks for them. The very great unutterable joys have al- 
ways a measure of pain; they are so great that we must pay 
that price for them. Always there is a shadow; and unutter- 
ableness is itself a kind of woe. But the little things are often 
pure and unalloyed pleasures. I like these words from Field- 
ing’s ‘“‘Amelia:” ‘I know,” said he, ‘‘it must appear dull in de- 
scription, for who can describe the pleasures which the morning 
air gives to one in perfect health; the flow which springs up 
from exercise; the delights which parents feel from the prattle 
and innocent follies of their children; the joy with which the 
tender smile of a wife inspires a husband; or, lastly, the cheer- 
ful, solid comfort which a fond couple enjoy in each other’s con- 
versation?” This abundance of drops of happiness, like rain, 
if we will but gather them, is the meaning of the New Year 
greeting or of the like thereof at birthdays or other such times. 
For why say we not ‘‘A happy life to you,” or, “Many happy 
new years;” but this we say not, but, A happy New Year; which 
is to say, another happy year, thinking only of one. Now this is 
because happiness lies in the present instant, and never is to be 
had save as we use the moment aright; and whether the mo- 
ment hold great things or small things, alike they are but blocks 
shaped for the one palace of happiness. For who can not build 
with what he can hold in his hand can not build at all. And 
who can hold the past when it is gone, or the future when it is 
not come? <A poet says: 


Letewhat thou hast abide before thine eyes 
And to thy heart come homeward, like thy blood. 


Again it is great means of happiness to direct the eyes 
rightly; for we may see anything we look after. Life is like a 
museum, or like a gallery of pictures. One may look at all of 
the things, and all the paintings, for knowledge; but for joy one 
must return to the lovely or the favorite and stay before it. I 
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know not in what men differ more than in this. It has been 
my habit to observe the unhappy curiously; and, indeed, hardly 
have I known any unhappy person who made not himself 
wretched by looking for mean things, and fastening his eyes on 
them, notwithstanding the good things plentiful and close by. 
Plutarch says, admirably: ‘Aristippus, when he lost a noble 
farm, asked one of his dissemblingé friends who pretended to 
be sorry for his misfortune, not only. with regret but with im- 
patience; ‘Thou hast but one piece of land, but have I not three 
farms yet remaining?’ He assented to the truth of it, ‘ Why, 
then,’ said Aristippus, ‘ should I not rather lament your misfor- 
tune, since it is only the raving of a mad man to be concerned at 
what is lost, and not rather rejoice in what is left.” Happi- 
ness lies thus so much in our eyes, as we look in one way or 
another, that La Rochefoucauld has written with his usual shrewd- 
ness; ‘‘ None are either so happy or so unhappy as they imag- 
ine.” Yet, truly, it is their imagining which is their wretched- 
ness; they are just so miserable as they conceive, and no more. 
I think the shrewd Frenchman has the truth if only we write 
“appear,” for ‘“‘imagine.” For what is harder than to read 
pain and pleasure aright, and measure their degrees? For 
some hide their grief, and some noisily advertise it. Some, 
again, enjoy with quiet fervor, as the tide moves; but others 
boisterously, and perhaps frothily, as waves toss. Moreover, 
with these divers ways of expression, many have great differ- 
ences of nature, so that whether any one be silent or loud, we 
know not how little or how great the feeling, unless his nature 
be understood by us. Wollaston has said, “If one man can 
carry a weight of 400 or 500 pounds as well as another can a 
weight of 100, by their different weights they will be equally 
loaded. And so the poverty or disgrace, the same wounds, etc., 
do not give the same pain to all men. The apprehension of but 
a vein to be opened is worse to some than the apparatus to an 
execution is to others; and a word may be more terrible and 
sensible to tender natures than the sword is to the senseless or 
intrepid breed.” Therefore, as I have said, men may be neither 
~ go full of pleasure nor so wrenched by pain as they seem. But 
whatever truly they imagine, that they suffer; and what they 
fix théir sight on, that afterward they will imagine. He is 
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blessed who has learned to. turn his eyes to the lovely and 
not the hideous, For nature, which includes humanity, has 
such an abundance of both kinds that a man may keep either 
before his eyes as he will; but it is pitiful to snuff in dark corn- 
ers when one may draw breath on hills. 

I have said much now (and yet for the theme but little) of 
the gold mine of happiness each one has in himself if only he will 
sift the soil in that mine. But now I must speak of the means 
of happiness which relate to others, and arise from our living 
with our fellow beings. For we are not alone. ‘No man liy- 
eth to himself,” nor can; but as unto God, ‘‘in whom we live.” 
so unto our fellows, who live in him. Other persons throng 
about us, compete with us, jostle us, serve us, oblige us to serve 
them, talk with us and about us, love us, hate us, help, harm, 
warn, betray, cheat us, and deal honestly with us.. There is no 
peace or blessing for us, no New Year hope, no all-the-year joy, 
unless our heart go out to all the persons kindly and to some 
of them with dear love. ‘It is not necessary that we should be 
loved, it is necessary that we should love,” if we would be happy. 
And with this love, either for all who are our fellow-children 
in God, or for the few who are our dearest, must go service. 
Else our love is a base mockery, a mask, as unhallowed as a 
selfish prayer. Thus I delight in the New Year greeting because 
it is a benediction with promise. If one wish another a happy 
New Year according to this custom of the season, this is not 
to be thought a greeting breathed without obligation, but rather 
the acknowlegdement of a tie, office and duty, which join 
one to another. For if I wish happiness to another, but will 
take no step toward him when his path crosses mine, I deserve 
Wordsworth’s judgment, that it is, “ a greeting where no kindness 
is,” and no more thana false and empty sound. This is plain 
if we reflect that we have little power to arrange happiness for 
ourselves, but much power for others. ‘‘ Whether,” it has been 
said well, ‘‘any particular day shall bring to you more of happi- 
ness or of suffering is largely beyond your power to determine. 
Whether each day of your life shall give happiness or suffering 
rests with yourself.” Whoever has the power to lift must 
answer for burdens, and who bids another a Happy New Year, 
joining therewith no due of service, is no better than a runaway 
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or traitor; for he has professed a loyalty which has no weight 
in his heart, and in his deeds no place. This greeting, there- 
fore, taxes sincerity. Jeremy Bentham says, excellently: ‘The 
way to be comfortable is to make others comfortable. The way 
to make others comfortable is to appear to love them. The way 
to appear to love them is to love them in reality.” Ah! what hap- 
_piness loving service awakes in us, or what joy it adds to joy 
already awaked! A poet has said that ‘‘ When the power of 
imparting joy is equal to the will, the human soul requires no 
other heaven.” Why then in heaven we are, for love hath this 
power. A friend wrote to another, ‘Thou art my daily bread.” 
Yet both were poor and had little but love to give. But such 
power had love to feed! ‘Little but love,” say I! That is 
as if a warm coast were to say to the sun, ‘‘I have naught 
for thee whereof to make rain for me, naught but this 
ocean!” And with the power of love to give joy goes the 
greatest of joys, the giving. I have met a saying of Hooker, 
“The greatest felicity that felicity hath is to spread.” And 
the vast, glorious, often proud though humble, exalted hap- 
piness that comes of loving and giving love’s service, hath a 
great spread. No one can say whither it widens or what it does, 
what songs it makes, what voices repeats like echoes in_ hills 
that never cease reverberations. ‘In a man whose childhood 
has known caresses,” says George Eliot, “there is always a 
fibre of memory that can be touched to gentle issues.” We are 
wise if we enliven our children unto the habit of offering each other 
those attentions and endearments which make home so bright 
_now, as if a sun resided in it, and gild the whole life, as a high 
sun floods the whole ocean in an instant, leaving no single 
- shadow on its round breast, no, not so mach as of one wave on 
another. 

But the human heart prizes not only to love but to be 
loved. ‘This is not necesssary, as I have said, but it is very joy- 
ful, great riches, humble thankfulness, strong cheer, and able 
even to make cheerful strength. From the love of friends 
comes a great part of the happiness of the New Year, and of all 
years. “Tis well to bethink us of this simple truth, so as by re- 
flection and by faithfulness to know how great the joy may be. 
What a poem, creation power, beatitude, may two persons 
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make for each other who are faithful at heart? Yea, what an 
axis with the two ends of it pointing starward, on which the 
earth turns joyfully, full of seasons, flowers and fruits! All 
that love needs is pure personal faithfulness; which is the same 
as to say that it must be the golden love of another with no 
base vein of self-love. Then its power to embosom, hold, give 
life, is like the air. Such a golden love has made fast to its - 
fellow, let us say, in some golden glow of joy, success, pride or 
splendor. The joy wanes. The love cleaves. Grief comes 
apace. The love cleaves. Health and strength are broken in 
labor. The love cleaves. Sickness and weakness seize the 
broken body. The love cleaves. Riches like swarms of sum- 
mer birds take wings and fly. The love cleaves. Poverty and 
distress, like nocturnal bats come in on leathern wings. ‘The love 
cleaves. Praise, popularity, and influence, quick caught, quick 
lost, fly from the ruined fortunes. ‘The love cleaves. Loneliness, 
neglect, floutings, and unbefriended labors throng, crowd and 
overpower. The love cleaves. Yea, mayhap character stumbles, 
temptations twist too hard, and reputation first halts, then flies. 
The love cleaves. Such love is grand, such friendship is mighty 
for joy—that changes places and things as must be, yet know- 
eth. no changing. It is like the sea, like the unity of great 
waters that wash a thousand coasts as may happen, but is not 
altered. For however it come to frowning rocks or to abased 
swamps, or to desert sands, or blooming gardens, it is the same 
sea! and however it floata rich proud ship or a little shallop, it 
is the same sea! Good love is like this! True friendship is 
such an ocean—the same, whatever coast of fortune the tide flood. . 

And now one source of joy I must speak of, ending this ser- 
mon of ‘“‘A Happy New Year”—the place, in the heart and in ~ 
the life of man, of the thought of Him, the Father, the Eternal, 
to whom “a thousand years are but as yesterday when it is past, 
and as a watch in the night.” The highest source of happiness, 
the issue and end of all others, is the part and place, in our lives 
and in our souls, of the thought of God, Mental and moral truths 
are so deep and great, the facts of life and of experience so 
mighty and vast, that the words which belong to them, we have 
to speak lightly or easily, but little conscious of them, meaning 
only a bit of their meaning—as one who swims in the sea may 
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sport on the surface and toss the spray about, but would be 
sobered and awed if he could conceive the depth and life under 
him. We can speak such words—love, thought, faith, hope, 
heroism, joy, sorrow—only in part, yea, and at each moment live 
them and know them only in part. So it is with the thought of 
God and the speaking of that name. If but once we could speak 
it, feeling what it means! But we can have but one feeling, one’ 
thought of it, at a time, and that feeling and thought only on the 
surface of them. Yetif we can stop, be still, be very still in 
soul for a little, cease trying to live, and live an instant, what awe, 
joy, trust, love, peace and power come over us with the thought 
of God! 

The part and place within us of that thought is the deep of 
_ all deeps of happiness, I have said; but who can tell this part 
_ and place, who can sound the deeps, who sink into them to know 
them? Who even then could give them words, or by one word, 
the Everlasting Name, gather all the truth into one moment of 
life in us? But it is strength and greatness, divinity, joy, to be 
very still and speak the Name. 

I will try to utter a little part of the place and power 
of that thonght within us—I mean, trust in God. There is 
no comfort, peace and stay so mighty as trust in God, and no 
joy greater. Ihave been speaking of means of happiness in our- 
selves and also around us in other men. Butif we look for joys 
in our own minds, in growth, knowledge, love, these are not com- 
plete nor have reached their stature till they fly up to God. We 
begin, we are young and ignorant, we are in a nest, looking over 
the edge of it and knowing only what thence we can peep at; but 
we come truly to our joy when we have grown stout of wing to 
soar away, to see the earth from a height, to be in the heavens, 
when knowledge and love fly up unto worship, and we know 
the mystery of ourselves in the mystery of God. But if, again, 
we look outward to others, and seek joy in love and sympathy and 
service, giving and receiving it, if in this we succeed, it is encom- 
passed in the Infinite Love, nor know we the greatest and true 
joy of it till we ‘ove God and our friend in God and our ene1ay 
for God.” But if in our venture for human love we succeed not, 
if we find only where to give love but not whence to receive it, 
then indeed we must go for joy to such a thought of God as 
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knows and affirms mightily his presence of goodness and love in 
outward circumstances as well as in inward experience, his — 
mercy even in the pain and the loss, his eternal goodness, on 
which we may cast the future with trust though we cannot ex- 


pound the present. 


We can not be happy or quiet without some 


faith; trust in God is the deep of all trusts, pure faith. This is 
a supreme joy if it take hold of our souls simply and fervently. 
The pure sense of gratefulness unto Him, for ourselves, for 


others, for Himself, that things are as they are, that 


this is itself a source of purest happiness, of serene life. 


“Tf we would pray, 
We've naught to say 


For Him to live 
Is still to give, 


But this, that God may be God still; 


And sweeter than my wish His will” — 


Joy that can not be shaken or touched we have, when we 
behold him in the heavens and the earth, “see him with ow eyes,” 


as the Zoroastrians 


said, and know that Will is Law and Law 


is Will, and Law is Love and Love is Law, ‘named with the 


Everlasting Name;” 


this moment and this place, for he lives in all, and he “‘speaketh, 


not spake.” 


Shal) the New Year bring Joy, 
Shall it bring Fear, 

Shall it bring Weal or Woe— 
"Lis sure 'tis here, 


But this is not more sure 
Than that the vast 

To-Come is filled with Him 
Who filled the Past, 


Father, we pray to Thee! 
And in our Heart 

Say not ‘Thou wast,” ‘Wilt be,” 
Only ‘“‘lhou art.” 


and that there is no holier time or spot than 
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A HYMN. 


Now the New Year 
Holy and hale is here! 


But the Old Year— 
It will not disappear! 


The New’s 
And yet the Old’ not done, 


Ever doth stay 
What once a filled a Day. 


And what doth part 
That once hath filled a Heart? 


The Past doth lie 
Ambered in Memory ; 


So to Gems drest, 
To lie upon the Breast. 
‘ 


How rich is He, 
Eterne Divinity, 


Who brings all New, 
Yet all the Old leaves too! 


A PRAYER. 


Father, Thou art Eternity! 

And of Thee is Time! 

And of Thee are we, Thy Children. 
Thy Children, who of Thee have Time, 
Look up to Thee Who art Eternity. 


